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is: grave and gloomy, looking at us with tearful eyes; tortured by separation;
treading with slow steps; singing the song of woe in a voice quivering with
anguish.'*
" Sisu! Why do you talk thus ?" quoth Salchi. "He is our only hope'*. Sisu
shook his head. " Salchi." The cruel one has grown flowers of hope that he
may scorch them with despair...Death has missed none so far and will not miss
us.. Sakhi! Then why should I not live as dead even in the midst of life, and
attain what death alone can lead me to ?
u Sakhi! I have found a beautiful spot, far, far away from the world. There,
the sleepy Rewa creeps between lofty crags; the hooded cobras swing to the
music of wandering sadhus; the alligators, openmouthed, lovingly gaze on the
rustic charms of village beauties as they come to fetch water. There, the
evening breeze brings the distant tinkle of temple-bells, echoing joyfully in
men's hearts. There, I will go and live in the company of the peaceful. There,
chanting the hymn of love, I will seek liberation, your name on my lips."
Sakhi looked at her lover bent on renunciation, the very picture of their
soul, one and indivisible. " Then fill your bowl with water for two, my Sisu!
Who else will spread the deer skin lor you, ascetic mine, except your impatient
disciple? Sisu! When you give up the world, you will be mine." And the guar-
dian god of lovers, as he shone in the sky, smiled sweetly and yet shrewdly.
But SatI, gentle and uncomplaining, passes away, loving
to the last Years pass, Sakhi becomes a widow, and the
way to their union is clear. They unite at last, the misery
of aeons is over, the two halves meet together to become
one whole. Life, now, is an endless round of happiness and
ease.
But once they repair to a temple in ruins on the sea
shore. A venerable phantom sage appears before them
and claims them as his own. He lays bare to them the
true significance of their life as they live it, a life of mere
worldly pleasures, fame and what people call ' good deeds/
He tells them of the glory of sacrifice; of true success to
be measured not by what one acquires but by what one
gives up. He lays bare the hollowness of modern life.
True life, the phantom sage says, is Truth, Tapas, and Rta.
This is the call of the Great Spirit of Aryavarta (the
BharatabhSgyavidhata of Ravi Thakur) and the two com-
panions on the Road of Life obey it.
Thus ends this extraordinary work. If one can so call
it, it is a stirring song in prose, full of passion, and beauty
throbbing with love and tears and sacrifice.
Munshi, as a prose writer, is among those of the first
iu the language; to the minds of $ojne he has jiq

